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er-man diabe map be. 


This Outta terd yis merry men all, 

à as they late ander the Stten wod Tre, 
Vr of yon have gold to ſpend 

A pꝛap pou heartily ſpend it with me, 


- Now with Robin Ile fo Scarbrough go, 
it ſe ms to be a very fair day, 


berd by upon the water gray. 


. eee thou fare, 
2 fifher-man laid he then, 
reer all in Fore; 


CHIN 
1 


2 5 e of him where wert thou boin ⸗ 


f, 


Ale aſſure pou he ſhail have no 


The Noble Fiſher-man. 


O KX, 


15 » Hoods referment. ſhewing how he won a prize on dees. and how he gave 
one half to his 7 and the other to tho bailding of Alms-houles; 
* rune ie ys In Summer time. 


| exlntes grow gre whe ts thy name thou fine fellow 


I pzay thee heartily tell tome? 
In mine own. Country where J was bozif: 
men call me Simon over the Lee. 


ns — erty 

n nam 

The Dutlaw was ware of — 
and rejopc'd he had got ſuch a Dame, 


Simon wilt theu bs my man, 

and god round wages Ale gite thee, 
A have as god a ſhip of mine own, 
ns any ſaxis upon the Sea, 


Anchozs and planks thau malt want none, 
Malis and Ropes that are 3 

And il that yon thus f 
ſaid Simon nothing 90 o wyong, 


They pluckt up Ant hoꝛ and away did ſaple, 
moze of a day then two oꝛ three. 


; E | whotokup his Inn at a wide wwomans houſe When others cal in their baiten hoks, 


the bare lines into the Sea cat he, 


It will be long ſaid the Matter then, 


e'r this great lubber do thzive on the Sea, 
fo; tu truth 5 is no part wozthy, 
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part of onr bw, 
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Mo is ; me tan Simon then. Hader tye me toth pt et, 
thts day that ever J came here, EI — 
— 


10 
JI with I were in Flomton Park And cive me 


tnchafing of the Fallow Deer. and never à teach un 


Foz every Clown laughs me to teen, He dzew his Arraw tothe very ho, | 
_ and they by me ſet nothing at all, | main. 
I J had them in Plomton Park 
J wonlaſet as little by them all. 
They plackt ap Ancho2 and aud did ſayle, The * fen down on the en 
mode of a de then two 03 thiee, and under the hatches down keien, 
Simon fppes à Ship of war. Another Frenchman that him eſpp 
that fayl'o towards them moſt ualourouſly. ths deadcozps into the Sea vathy 1 
O wo is nie ſaid the Paſter then, O Patter loſe me fromthe Malt be laid, 
this day that ever J was bon and fo2 them all take you no care, 
Foz all our iſh that we have got; Am gtd me wp bent bow in my hand, 
is every tit loſt and fozlozn, and no ber a Ercuchman wil J ſpare. 
Foz yon French Robber on the Sea, Zhen Ereight they boarded the French , 
they will not ſparc of us one man, they lying all dead in their fight, . 
But carty us to the taaſt of France, They found within the ſhip of war, 
and lig us in the pꝛilon ffrong, twelde t houland pound in mony Night, 
But Simon ſais do not fear them, The one halt of th* chip ſaid Simon then, 
neither Pater take yon aay care Ile give to my Dame and chiltezen ſry; 
Give me mp bent bow in my hand. The other half of my thip Zle give, 
and never a French⸗-ma will J ſpare, to pou th t are mh fellows all, 
Pol» thy peace thou long Lubber But now beſpake the Palker then, 
koꝛ thou art nought but hꝛags and boff, ſoz ſo Simon it ſhall not be, 
If JF ſhoub> caſt thes o der board, For ou have won her with your own dne, 
theres but a ſenple Lubber lo. and the owner of it you muff . | 
Simon grein angry at theſs woꝛds, It wall be ſo as J have ſaid, 
und ſo angry then was he, And with this Gold foz the . 
That he tok his bent bow in his hand, An habfcatien J will bid 
and td the thip⸗hatch go doth he. where they ſhall live-in peace. | 
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